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AN ADVENTURE IN OLD LOVES

RS, CARISFORD had been
m widowed two years before she

remembered Parker Deane.
She was sitting In the sunny bow win-
dow of her boudolr making a mental
1ist of the eligible men In her set and
wondering which one would prove the
most tractable successor to wicky Car
jgford, In the ned she rumpled her
red-brown hald with pretty hands.

"They are all fools!"” she cried pet
tishly, and at that very Instant fashed
the memory of her first love, Parker
Deane, smiting her jaded heart to re-
nawed action, while a bit of natural
color struggled through her com-
plexion. *1 wonder,” she murmured,
und fell to dreaming of better days.

Her father's place at Seaford ad-
joined the Deane estate, and it wos
across a dividing hedge of roses that
young Parker had klggsed her not un-
willing lips and awnkened her dream-
ing heart. But her mother was ambi-
tlous and Mona loved money—thay
both needed it—and Dicky Caristord
was & glittering milllonaire prize and
Monn had eaught him. All that was
fifleen years ngo and she had never
been to Sealord since the day she con-
fessed the truth to Parker Deane.

Dicky had been a great care from
the very begioning. There was always
plenty of money to spend, but Dickey
with his feet planted on the broad
highway Instead of the straight and
narrow path, drank himself to death—
and here was hizs widow. She sighad
relievedly, and o little smile curled the
corners of her mouth. Well—she
would not be the first woman who had
gone back and morried her first love.

Poor Parker Deane! She had heard
that he had never married, that he was
a confirmed bachelor and n misogynist,
She smiled at her reflection in the
mirror. Bhe dould easily cure that,

The old homestead at Seaford had
been rented furnished for many years,
but it was uatenanted now. She tele.
graphed her agent to have the house
prepared for her coming,
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The ped rolled to the foot of the
slegp cliffs and drew back its green
gkirts leaving bubbling ruffles of white,
lace-like foam. The garden at Seaford
bordered the clid where rose-caovered
boweris sheltered marble benches.
The long, low house was half-hiddon
by trees, and on the south side was a
high hedge that divided the gardens
from those of the Deune place next
door.

Monan Carisford wolked in the gar
den, She wore a cool white frock and
carried a frilly white prrasol balanced
on her shoulder. Her face wns falr,
dellcately tinted and one who was
critical might have lamented the Inck
of soul, Her eyes and lashes were
black snd so were her delicately pen-
ciled brows. Her halr, a puale, flat
gold wae arranged In a gimple girlish
fashion. About her was the alr of rare
gnd fragile porcelain. Many men had
loved her, and she had loved but one;
now she wos golng to win him buok,

Her lttle high-heeled white shoes

clloked up and down the graveled
paths, Now and then she stood om
tp-toe and teied to peep over the
hedge Into Parker Deane's garden,

For days she haunted the garden,
gradunlly bringing back all the gla-
mour of that brief summer madness.
She flung wide the doors of memory
nnd wnlked Into the past. It §s not
glven to many ‘women to Jilt love and
marry for money and then be freed
to go buck and take that wounded love
to her aching bhenrt once more. So
she told herpelf over and over again
an ghe puced the garden paths, Now,
that she was rich ghe could afford to
marry for love, and where else could
she seeck love save In the garden
where she had left him?

One morning she dressed herself in
a pink linen frock—Parker had adored
her In pink, she remembeéred; her
maild, Loonie, chattered incessantly as
she flew about the room. "Mestair
Deane, next door, ess an—an—eceon-
triec, Madame, 80 he deegs In his gar-
den, he reads the birds and Insecks—
La! La! 1 am so creapy with the
thought of heem!"

“Nonsense!" reproved Monas sharp-
Iy. “You have been listening to gos-
sip, Leonle,"”

“The chaulfeur, Pierre, ees nol so
bad,” muttered Leonle sulkily, “and
mudame knows the country is dull”

Mrs, Carisford moved restlessly un-
der the final touch of Leonie's deft
fingers. If Parker Deane appeared ec-
centric to the gervants and neighbors,
she alone lmew the cause. Disap-
pointed in love, he had turned his
thought to gentle pursuits of the
country—the love of flowers-—the
study of birds and bees! Parker, who
bad been so filled with boyish enthu-
plugm for the deeds he meant to ac
complish. Foor Parker, nursing his
broken heart, cherlshing her memory,
and lving In the dreamy past! It was
n romance (o fire the heart of any
woman, and Mona Carisford almost ad-
mitted that [t was more than she de-
perved of Hfe,

She wondered what he would eay
when he saw her in the pink frock—
the girl of hig dreams coming to him
across the lonely years? BShe looked
at herself closely In the cheval glass
and was startled anéw at the youthful
reflection of form und feature. Years
ecan be cruel and kind—and there was
maglc in the crystal jars on her tollet
table. Presently she looked ngain and
nodded approval. Here indesd was
Parker's old love,

Bhe would go to him and awaken
him from his dreams of birds and
blossome,

The garden path ended at a little
rustic gate thnt opened Into a thicket
of gum trees belonging to the Deane
ostunte. Mona Carlsford went Hiting
down the path to the rose garden. She
paused to gatheér an armful of pink
roges, and passed through the gate
into the thicket of young trees,

Here the morning sunlight fltered
through the leaves and made a pale
greengolden light that was very en-

chanting, Sitting on a mossy hillock
under a tree was a man, reading o
book. Mona noted that while he was
no longer very young, there was a4 cer-
tuin expression of boylshness on his
clearcut features, His hair, premature-
Iy gray, added to his charm In her
oyes, She gaw with approval that his
clothes of white fiannel were Immacu-
Inte an” o a cut beyond oriticism,

It wayv Parker Deane—changed a
little, bu. so desirable now, after all.

Bhe tripped lightly towuard him,
stumbling gracefully ,and fell in a pink
henp ot his feet. In an Instant he had
picked her up. 8She swayed ngalnst
him and his arm suported her firmly.

“GQood Heaven, I hope you have not
hurt yourself!" he exclaimed,

“I belleve 1 have twisted my ankle—
a little,”"” she moaned,

She was a tiny creaturs, and he
lifted her eusily to his mossy sent.

“1 will send to the house for a ser.
vant,” she suld, moving away.

“Oh, no! Pray do not bother; it
feels better already; it will be all
right in a moment. I am afrald I dis-
turbed your reading.” She looked up
at him with her most bewitching
smile,

He stood uncertainly for a moment,
and then sat down nearby, his hands
clagped around his knees. He looked
at her with frank Interest In his blua
eyes,

“I am afraid you do not recognize
me, Mr, Deane,” she pouted prettily.

“Upon my word, 1 do not,” he sald
roegretfully.,

“1 am your neighbor—"
toward Seaford.

His eyebrows lifted slightly, 'So
many tenants have come and gone
there—" Hiz volee tralled vaguely
awny. He lopked at her pleasuntly,

“I have been away for fifteen years,”
she said slowly.

He was puzzled and a lttle startled,
She saw the color mount to his fore-
head. So he wus vulnerable after all.

She nodded
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"Fifteen years ago—the Seafords
lived there,” he remarked,

"Have 1 changed so much—Parker?"
she repronched him,

Again he studied her. “You resem:
ble o girl 1 used to know,” he said
grudgingly, “fifteen years ago."

“When the BSeafords lved
door?" she whispared,

“How did you guess that?" he asked
gravely,

“Hecause I—] remember, toa!
the giri!"

He smiled tolerantly and shook his
handsome head,

“My girl bad red hair and heaps of
frockles, and little brown hands,” he
said, looking critically at Mrs. Caris-
ford's lewaeled white fingers.

Mona Curisford was sllent. How de-
testable men were, blindly clinging to
the memory of one's blemighes and
adoring, while improved=hair and com-
plexion were unapprecinted,

“People change,' she sald at last.

“Yos."

"Sometimes for the better.”

“Perhaps.”

“Parker?"

Still that
glance,

“You must remember wme—Mona
Seaford!"”

next

1 was

puzzled Inquiry In his

He jumped up. “Mona Seaford?" he
repeatad ineredulously, “It is not real-
Iy you?"

She nodded. She wus very near to
tears. He should have recognized her
long nggo,

He reached down, took her hands
snd lifted her to her feet. He still
held her hands tightly In his, and let
the sunshine pour pitilessly upon her
face,

“Whera is your husband?” he asked
grimly.

“Dead—he died two years ago.”

“You are rich?

"Very rich,” she sald,
"Dicky left me everything.”™

cagerly.
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Half-Price Sale of
SILK UNDERWEAR

ENVELOPE CHEMISE—PAJAMAS

Qxquisite crentions in the newest Crepe de Chine or Bridal Satin
Underwear,
$12.98 Billy Burke Pajamas $6.49,

Made of Crepe de Chine, embroidered with silk butterfiies.
$18.76 Bridal Satin Pajamas, trimmed with blue, $9.38,
$17.00 Two-Piece Crepe de Chine Pajamas $8.50,
$17.50 Maize Crepe de Chine Pajamas, one-plece, trimmed
with blue, $8.75.

$15.00 Chemise of Flame Marquisette, over maizre chiffen, §7.50,
(AUERBACH'S THIRD FLOOR.)
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